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horizon, leaving a dying phosphorescent trail in the ashen
sky. A duck quacked on the pond, and the drake called
with an amorous hoarseness.
Gregor went off to the hut, lightly carrying his chilly
body, flooded with a delicious ringing weariness. He fell
asleep with the salty taste of her lips on his lips, carefully
preserving in his memory the cossack woman's yearning
body and its scent: a complex scent of herb honey, sweat
and warmth.
He was awakened by his cossacks two hours later. Prokhor
Zykov saddled his horse and led it outside the gate. Gregor
said good-bye to the master, whose eyes firmly met Gregor's
hostile stare, and nodded to the daughter as she passed into
the hut. She bent her head; a smile and the intangible
bitterness of regret lurked in the corners of her fine lips.
He rode down the side street, staring back. The lane
wound past the hut where he had spent the night, and he
saw the woman he had warmed gazing after him across the
fence, her palm shielding her eyes. With unexpected yearn-
ing Gregor looked back and tried to discern the expression
on her face, to take in all her figure. But he could not. Ik
saw only her head turning as her eyes followed him, as the
head of a sunflower turns to follow the slow, semi-circular
march of the sun.